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DISCORDS.

It had sone graios of truth, at least,
That fahle of the Sybarite,

For whom, becagge ane leal was ereased,
The rose-strewn couch had no delighr.

1 think not even sanguine youth
Expects its gluhl without alloy;

Butb this is still the soher truth:
A Hittle pain can muar much joy.

"Tis pity, that one thwarting thought,
e wlverse ch e, one swhien fear

Or sharp regret n tarn to naught
This full cont thiat seemid s0 near!

But this strange life of ours abonnds
With notes so subtle they affont

A thonsail disconis and larsh sonmwls
For aue hurnouions, perfect chend.

LINGERING.

She sang it, sitting on a stile
One evening of & summer's day
Beside her, at her feet, the while
Hull hid in grass anil flowers, I'ln)‘.
0 calm pnd elear her soft volce rang,
In unison with voe dear bind
Thnt near her, on o tree-Lop, san

»
At thues ‘twas doubtfol which I beand.

Awmd, Iging there, among the Sowers,
1 Histened like to one who hears

In wurmurings of the passing hours,
The mightice music of the years.

I listened, mawl the swelling notes,
Borne far on dewy breezes biand,
seemod taken up by seraph throats,

And chorused by w heavealy band,

Sow she is gone; yet thit sweel straln,
Still gutbering charms nnknown before,
Will make a musie in the brain,
Al haunt my heart for evermore.

A LEITER TO A LONELY SOVL.

EY HESTEE A. BENEDICT.

Dhon 'L o wiiling with look and wonl,
Sing—though the storm is o’er theed
Shigg o the dark—Lke o dauntless bied;
somewherns there is light hefore thee.
Darkness is pregnant with dear delights;
Tha t never plone—though lonely;
For riml sonls toneh thine on bheighes

Attained by the sorrow ful ouly.

Anil Hife below 15 at best a0 breath;
A Autter of pluming pinino

A letwer to be unsealed by death,
Andd read in divine dominions.

The breath may be woven of hopes or fenrs;
The wings may be bright or broken;

The letter—writion fn smiles or wars—
OF sun or of stonm i token.

But what will it mottey when all is o’ery
And all will beo’or to morrow.

sing, my darling! and =inging, soar
Away from il thonght of sorrow,

Gruilty, or th_G‘ﬁhty‘?
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CHAPTERL.
Anil ts be wroth with one we love,
Dath work hike madoess in the brain.—
UOLERIDGE.

HE little Freneh eloek on the

mantle-piece chimed out a sil-

very nine. Clvde Wardleigh

vawned and rocked herself in
her Jow, easy—-clir, and then glaneed at
Ler husbaiud, A tiny, sharp frown con-
tracted her brows, showing all the more
plainly bechuse her forehead was so
smooth and falr, and the brows iu' near-
Iy 4 straight line. A pretty face it was,
s0 smooth and fair, und the brows in
nearly a strtight line. A pretty face it
wis, with the jmmature lovieiness of
twenty. One could have told at & glanee
that she had never known any sultering,
any waiting, any of the putience evolved
by hopes long deferred, that often bring
out the grand traths of 1ife, and stamp
them indelibly upon a woman's face,
Clyde Raynor had been Indulged
through the nineteen years of her home-
life by virtue of her being the youngest;
and this brief experience of marriage
had brought nothing beyond momen-
tary crosses, vanishing like an April
shower in the sunlight of her husband’s
smile. If she had Been wiser—but, af-
ter all, with most of us, knowledge i3
dearly bought; we stray in many thorny
paths before we come to the clear road.

“Ape you going to write all nighr?™

Her tone was n trifle petulant, She
was tived, and not in her usuaal bright
mood. For several days some cousinig
of hey hnsband had been visiting them,
and this afternoon they had  tiken a
lone walk before going to the depot.
Her husbund had come in late to dinner,
been quiet and abstracted; sat here all
the evening writing, and scarcely spoke
a oword to her.  He was a grave nan, (o
e sure, not mueh given to conversation ;
but it =eemed o Ler that, after this
whirl of company, he onght to be glad
to have her to himself, to pet her and
make much of her. She wns in that
mooid when a little tenderness would
have restored lier to her mental equili-
brinm, that was tottering now on the
verge of ivritability.

Mr. Wardleigh half turned his head.
His eves took in thie picture Clyde made,
the light of the grate-five shining full
upon her wine-colored dress, Ile even
noticed how white the hand looked that
lay idly in her lap. lle remembered in
that slow way, as il some  one hal told
him an hour or two ago, that Clyde was
fatigned, and had been hall dozing in
her ehair. Yet his mind was too pre-
ocenpied to take in the whaole truth, or
think there might be anything at stake,

seNever mind about me;”" he said; “I
ghall be busy some time longer. And
you ave tired—Fun aud Agatha ave such
walkers, they're enough to drag one to
death. Don't &it up for me,dear.”

Then he went o with his writing.
Clyde rocked In a raphd manner, a flush
coming into her checks, and a lump ris-
inglup in her throat. 1told you she was
not putient. Just now she felt bitterly
aggrieved, 1e had said many times
whnt she was dearer to him than any-
thing upon earths; that the mo ments he
spent with her were the golden ones of
his life; and yet he eould go on with
that stupld writing, when twenty words
and & tond kiss would eomfort her so
el

She was tived, both mentally and phy-
sically. Her guests hud been charming,
but, someliow, the whole affair had been
a great drain upon her. Fau and Agatha,
elegaul women  of twenty-eight and
thirty. used to a great aeal of society and
.-l_vls:, woming to visit them

tor daluty desserts. sShe wondered

they

for the first
thne, slmost frightened little Clyde.
she lud put ber house in perfect orders
she had hield endiess consultations with
vook, and racked her brains wich plun]i:_
wonld think her drawing-room
pretty, and her piletures well chosen:
andl, most of ally it they would like her.
She dressed herself with nicest care, and
all beenuse she wanted them to approve

vole a little moment to her and love. If
she only had!

Bat Clyde Wardleigh was proud as
welly and contrasting hersellf with his
stately eousins, kept her from indulging
in any foolish weakness. Maybe hLe
approved of those strong self-centered
women.

Something else came across ber very
curicusly. 'The burner was turned, so
that & strong ray of light fell directly
upon his head. Here, Ly the temple,
amid his black locks, crept some sily:
threads; aud in the full beard she ad-
mired s0 much, time had left & touch of
suowy-white. She had seen it before,
many thmes; butit gave her a

feeling now—he was thirty-eight, she
twenty.

Her mother had not ved this
marriage very cordially. Mr. Ward-
leigh’s character was unexceptional, his
position good, hislove for Clyde Raynor
beyvond a doubt or question ; and she had
fallen headlong in love with him with
nll the fervor of youth and inexperi-
ence. Mr. Raynorhad no objeetion to
make, sinee he was Clyde's choice,
““Better u man of his age, my dear,”’ he
said, to bis wife, “‘of whose kindliness
and  integrity you mwe sure, than some
one yoi-to be tried. Think how many
young men brinE,dhgnne and :ruin
upon their famil in some of their
franticefforts 10 achieve wealth or posi-
tion at a single bound.

Mrs. Raynor gave 3 her peing, but
unconvinced. True, Clyde loved hi
or thought she did. What if she
sme y find hersell wmistaken, and
long for & younger mate ? .
“fr is Impossible for you to under-
stand the ease thoroughly now, Clyde,”
she zaid to her danghter. “Such mar-
ringes do turn out well, I know, but not
in the majority of eases. Just now Mr.
Wardleigh is alkdevotion; -but when he
gets settled in his own home, the excite-
ment over, he will prove a grave, steady-
going man like papa. His business will
otenpy his attehtion ; he. won't care for
pleasures and gayeties; he will begin to
think rea(]inf poetry to you a hore.
Then what will yon do¥* Sit and mope
through the long evenings; sew a little,
or read to yourself; likely as not, he
will he dozing on the sofu. Would you
not consider it rather a hard life if J were
dead, and you to devote yourself to
papa, day after day, with a econsclons-
uess, if such a thing could be, that your
whole duty lay here, and you had no
right to look for pleasures beyond £
“But Mr. Wardleigh iz =0 different
from papa; and then, I do love papa
dearly "

"M{m are o good deal alike, as you
will find. A youug man is more apt to
think of his wife first, an old man of
himself, My prayer is that you never
muy know solitary hours, or feel the
pang of what will seem to L{ou neglect.'

(Tﬁ-dc pouted alittle, and repeated the
aduge of being ““An old man's t'ul.rlinlg."
But the marringe went on and she had
been very happy.

Some envious, evil genius must have
sent her back to this conversation now.
She studied her husband’s face curi-
ously. It did look worn and old—a
deep line between the eyes, some wrink-
les across the forehead, o 8 sstion of
hollowness in the cheeks. Why, a year
ago, she had thought him positivel
handsome—that strong, determined,
manly beauty, so atiractive to young
irls., IHad he changed? And what if
1er mother was right—if he should come
to care less for her, as these “‘crows-
feet’’ settled in the gorners of his eyes,
and the hair at his temples whitened.

It is 80 easy to make out a case when
ne is in this mood. And now she was
fast growing unjust, bitter—feeling her-
self neglected. Ie might leave olf five
minutes, and say a few. kind words, or
even look up with a smile., Ohl it was
lain he didn’t care, and she was a weak
by to dream such foolish dreams as
had been hers heretofore. That they
were always to be so much to each other,
no cnldnszasctuu_ln%up between, no
atrife, ‘a8 she had noticed more than
onee in the lives of others. A scorntul
smile crossed her ripe, red mouth.

The clock struck the half-hour. She
was more than tired now; every nerve
felt as if it lind heen rasped ; every limb
trembled 3 her warm blood seemed turn-
ing into bitterness and ilisdain.. How
ecould Prescott Wardleigh be so stolid
and indifferent?

“Good-night !* she aawd; with a haugh-
ty gesture, and swept out of the room
like aqueen.

“Clyde!”

There was a sort of smothered pain in
the voice, an entreaty, that she remem-
bered long afterward. :

she wus at the door. Clyde Ward-
leigh possessed a mauture that was yeild-
ing and generous np to a_eertain point,
then it became ice.  She had passed the
Iast temperate wave now, and entered
the polar sca. ¥ 3

“«(h 1"ehe Bald, with'a dash of bitter-
ness, “finish your writing! I am tired
and sleepy, and sm‘nid—rmd the bed is
the best place for me!™
She had left him there a few times be-
fore, but never without n tender kissg
but, did he care ¥
The lttle feet went proudly np the
steps. The poise of the. head was
haughty enough, the cheeks flushed to a
\ri\'iﬁ erimson. She glanced at herself
in the mirror, after she had shut the?
door of her room. What a strange ef-
fect one’s own. leoks lnw% #mm one’s
self at times! Clyde, so ant, so|
self-suflicient in the face, erushed down
the throbbing heart, told herself that her
mothier, with her'wider'experiefice, was
right, of course. Bhe could. not. expect
Mr. Wardleigh to play the lover always.
This staid, grave, middle-aged mau,
gsince he had won her, his woolng was
through with.
of money, and ordinary politeness, was
ull she needed—she wonld make herselfl
content with it. No one should eyer
guess she had snffered. Mamma mast
always helieve her happy, and perfectly
satistied.

But when her fair head dropped upon
the pillow, she turned her face over and
buried it in the cool linen: and, al-
though she was so0 sitrong. the tears
would come. Presently asob shook her
with a convulsive shiver—she was so
wretehed, so unutterably lonely with
this black bitterness tugging at her
heart.

Poor Clyde! Don’t smile when I tell
you that in fifteen minutes she was
soundly asleep, exhausted nature having

1

A pleasant hour, plenty |,

of her husband’s choive, for they were
ahont the only relatives he had, and she
cotld 2ee that he held an old-time admi-
ration for them.

The visit had been a succeess, certainly.
ook did her purt with the utmost eare
anidl good-uature; amd the cousins  wl-
wired Mrs, Wardleigh, though Fanny
diel say:

“f hadan idea Prescott would choose
some one altogether different.  Indeed,
he nged to be s0 l‘:lr-!il“l)ll"l, 1 faucied he
never would find any one to suit nim.
Butmen most always marry otherwise
than one imagines they will.”

since Fanny did not disapprove, Clyde
thought it wisest to pursnc the subject
no further: but now and then she won-
dered what Prescoit™s ideal had been in
those onrly l[.l_\ S

it seemed to her now that he ought to
talk the visit over, and praise her o little
for her pains, gince he hiel been 50 anx-
inus nhout it in the beginning. So she
Bl sat theve all the evening, waiting for
commenduarion or tenderpess, amd he
hadd seareely bestowed o glanee npon
hoer, Clyde wus aeting o her love.
she lavished hier whole heart upon her
husband, aud could not nnderstand why
he 2honld notdo the sune: and business
belng dull, he surely might find suflicient
time through the day to write,

She rose at length and stood by the
corner of the mantle-piece, where n‘lm
eotilil look down upon the caeritolr, The
rauill motions of his fingers relaxoed a
treifle, and the whole hand trembled, she
thonght. She had half amind to erowd

asserted itself. It was mot her usuul
ealm, tranguil slumber; and when, at-
ter some time, she gave a violent start
that awakened her, she sprung up and
glanced around inw terror. ‘Lhere
was n little diamond spark of light iu the
burner, just as she had turned It dowun,
and a deathly, solemn stillness pervaded
the room. Nhe was not a goward, yet
she did tremble with a nameless pre-
sentiment of impending evil: and then
the thought of Iuﬁeull alone flashed
upon her. It must be nearly morning!
No! What was that striking—the heavy
hoom of the town-clock. She counted
slowly—twelve. Midnight. When she
was i little girl, she used to be frighten-
ed to wake up alone in the night, haunt-
ed by fragments of ghost-stories: 3
great room, with the welrd glimmer of
light, rendered the more spectral by a
sense of the moon's brightness outslde,
how it mude her shiver! She'sprutyg
out of bad, and groped blindly toward
the door, as if she had forgotten where
it waz. Thenghe bethought hergelf.
Why Prescott Wardleigh would think
he had marriet & haby, it she wentdown
to the library pale and trembling. Since
his husiness was of so much importance,
she wonld allow himto pursue it
without interruption from her. But,
oh! how desolate it was! ‘Then she
thought of the dear old home; of the
love that had been lavished upon her;
the precioys gold thatshe had exchanged
for these promises to pay forever on de-
mand. She had never dreamed the cof-

herself down there in his lap, twine her
arms around hiz neck, and make him de-

the damask curtain. A flood of silver
light seemed absolutely to drench the
room: it glorifled the gray ground and |
hard pavement; It touched up the tall

roofs, and even that great, square, un-
couth-looking factory dJdown youder.
Years ago, all this property, acres on the
outskirts ef a manulfacturing town, had
come into Prescott Wardleigh's posses-
sion. Now aud then, in a thoe of ur-
gent need, he hiad sold parcels of it al-
ways at a sacrifice, At length he had
come here to establish himself, built a
large bat factory, made a settlement of
cottages In its vielnity, aud became one
of the rising men. I'wo years before,
his partner, wishing for a change, had
sold out to him, not only the share of
the business, but this house, where
Clyde had come to live. It fronted on a
pretty street, and had quite g range of
ground, beside being very couvenient:
though the prospect at the rear wis not
0 charming.
From the garden a street led siraight
down to the factory. ‘I'hespace immeidi-
ately around it wasopen. Some old wa-
ehinery lay piled up ou one side, and a lit
tle refuse. It looked like a great elephant
eronching there—and Clyde's first im-
was fo seream: then something
caught hereye.
In the shade, moving abont, was a
figure, certainly ; whether man or heast
she could not tell—she could not see
distinetly at that distance. It seemed to
go-haokward aoid forward, to resolve it-
self into separate parts, to tike strange
shapes. She was in a spell of numb ter-
ror, and seemed unable to force hersell
away, much as she feared to stay: amd
with every motion the figure appeared 1o
become more frightiul in its writhings
and contortious. She straiued her eyes
untll they ached, aml her teeth chatter-
ed as If with ague—every throvbiug
pulse was chained with nameless fear.
The thing came out into the bright
Hght. Why, it was aman! How fool-
ish she had been, conjuring up frightful
serpents and unheavd-of wounsters,  But
whut was a man doing there at that
thme of night? He came slowly along
with his head bowed: then he paused,
turned back a step or two, folded his
arms cross his chest, and stood quite
still.
What odd things come intoone’s mind.
Seelug the man there, reminded her
what her sister, Kate, had =aid of Mr.
Wardleigh: “He has the attitude of
Napoleon, but he spofl= it by being too
tall.”’ This man had the same attitude,
and the resemblance was heightened by
the droop of the head; and, for all her
fright and loneliness, a half smile cross-
l!d%‘l.vdc's face.
He came on slowly, straight up the
street, out into the bright light. Clyde
rubbed her eves, and wondered i she
had lost her senses—for that man was
Prescott Wardleigh!
It was his own manufactory, to be
sare: and if hechose to go thiere at mid-
night, it was no oue’s business.  But
what had he been doing in the shade,
writhing and twisting, and walking up
and down? For that matter, he had
acted strangely nil the evening: and this
wng why he was glad to have her leave
him—he had some plans on hand, some
mystery, that conld not be explained to
her. And then she thought how many
times husbands, on the verge of bank-
ruptey, had kapt the secret from their
wives. Business had been very full all
winter; but Mr. Wardleigh hud gone on
manulacturing for the sake of his hands.
What if he was in some trouble.
He had reached the gurden-gate.
Clyde, afiaid of being seen, let the cur-
tain drop. Tne oll terror of the room
oppressed her, so she turned up the gas,
orawled into bed, and listened. lle
came in very softly and went back to the
library. Clyde's henrt was so softened
that, if he had come directly to her, she
must have told her fears, and expressed
sorrow for her douhts of him. She
wanted him juss then; the thought of
his being in any sorrow or trouble made
him 2o dear. i
Moment after moment passed, intolera-
bly long. She grew Impatient, then
vexed again. He did not think her
worthy of his confidence; he did not
want her sympathy nor love. She was
a wenk little thing—a strong. self-con-
tained man like Prescott Wardicigh,
would never dream of leaning upon her;
he needed some one nearer his equal in
age and experience, Oh! how willfully
t:ﬁem] she had been when she had fun-
eied she might be all to him.
He canie at length. The golden sen-
son had passed with her—she was hard
and eold. She did not so mneh as move
a finger to certify her wakefulness, lle
turned off the gis, tumbled into bed in
an exhansted fashion, and was soon
asleep, as she conld tell by his heavy
breathing. It seemerd to her as If she
should never sleep again., If morning
would only come! What a wretched,
wenary night it had been.
One! Had all that excitement been
erowded in an hour? A few of such
hours would sutlice to wear the seul out
of one. She opened her eyes wide and
starred aronnd the room. At the lower
window, on herside, the curtains were
looped back, leaving an acute angle of
lass, The moon-rays stole, in arrowy
streams, ke some giant spear she had
read of in fairy-tales.
While ahe watched, suother tint came
in thelight, a carious, flickering redress,
that danced about as if endowed with
life. She was nervous now, to the very
verge of hysteries, and rewly to be
irightened at any shadow. IHer breath
came in guick gasps; the lurid light
grew brighter, until the moonbeams
looked pale and sick.
Hark! What was that breaking on
the stillness? ‘I'hree, four, five, six, she
counteds then she sprung up and rash-
ed to the window in wild affright. Yes,
there it was just as she had feared.
Great sheets of scarlet flame floating up
aguinst the sky; forked tongues issulug
from windows, writhing and twisting
about. Oh, God! just where Prescott
Wardleigh had been an hour ago!
No one seemed to heedit. Ah! yes,
at lust there was a ory, “Fire! Firel”
How strangely it rang out on this still
midonight air. The tower-bell, too,
ined in strength. Another voice took
tup. “Fire! Fire!” And then o man
rushed into the street; o watchman’s
club sonniled on the pavement.
Clyde sprung to the bed.  “Prescott Lt
she exclaimed, widly. *‘Prescott!™
No answer, ouly the regular, heavy
breathing.. She remembered one night,
when he had been snifering with nenral-
gin, he had taken something to quiet his
nerves, and alept in just this fashion.

“Prescott!” and now she shook him
by the shonlder, “wiake! wake! the fac-
tory is on fire!”

S won't give you another dollay,
Ralph,” he wmuttered, “UI'm maKiog a
villian of mysell, tvo.”

Clyde Wardleigh's face was fright-
fully white. Her slender figure swayed
to and fro as if she would have fullen;
her very feer, lcy cold, trembled so
thut she could hardly stand on them.
She tried to thrust away that horrible
fear contronting her,

“Prescott ——" but now her voice was
faint.

“What i5 167" and he roused
uneertainly. “Clyde, child

She wounld apply another test to this
man, who had been the Sir Galahad of
her girllsh visious. Oh! he conld not
prove so base and recreant! for just now
there was a wild wish to have unbowml-
odd faith in bim.  So she ook his tace be-
tween her cold hands and tarned it
aronund to that fleree leaping  lighe!
lookel steadfastly into the eyes,

“The factory ison fire.”

“Good heaven!"" he ejacnlated,  Then
g gray, haggard look overspread his
cotpntenance, the eyes were wild with
some strange emotion—he trembled like
n frightened’ ehild,

“Oh, Clyde!"

hims=elt
"

fers might be empty, or a noté come
Lack protested,

He buried his fuce in hep basom ; 4 sork

to the window.

The fire wus making rapid headway.
There was a commotion in the street
where the crowd was gathering, a con-

chimneys, the peaks and angles of the | fused sound of voices, a tinkle of the | from

distant fire engine-bell, How madly
those waves of lame leaped into the air,
reaching right and left with their de-
vouring tongues. The wind breezed np
freshly, and blew off long tatters of
flame, to die away in the smoky air—a
strange, lurid, brilllant sight, and horri-
ble withal.

“Waridleigh! Wardleigh!” a hoarse
volee shouted, awd the door-bell wias
pulled frantgieally.

Prescott Wardlelgh dressed himeelf in
haste, and rushed into the street.  Mary
came down frightened, and was ad-
mitted to Mrs, Wardleigh's roowm.

“Oh, ma'am! isn't it terrible?
Mr. Wardleigh’s place, too!™

“Iris no worse for ns, Mary, than it
woutld be for hundreds of others,” she
<aid, with curious ealmness; butin her
heart shie knew that both she and Pres-
cott Wardleigh had lost something that
ull the gold of India could not replace—
she her trust, the holy faith of wife-
hood; and he, hiz honor. God help
them both !

“Why yon're cold as ice.  Let e put
on this wrapper; here’s a shawl, too, |
declare, I never sce any onc so like a
ghost in all my born days=."’

Clyde suffered the girl to dress her.
Then they ook their seats st the win-
dow,

Twoor three engines had come, but
there was some difficulty about the
water A shouting amd  yelling, a
crickling and roaring of flame, filling all
the air aronnd with vivid heat, distinetly
felt even on thiz winter night; showers
of spurks going np against the sky in
brillinnt wreaths and spires, until the
white moon was eclipsed, and the stars
dimmed for very shame. Fiercer and
faster, Clvde yielded to the terrible fas-
cination. It secin as if she was turning
into stone!

The engines began to work, increasing
the woise and confusion. Here ani
there the flames wounded, quivered
with a more dhan human anguish, and
fell into a stream of black, dense smoke,
Then began a fieree struggle. Now the
flame trivnphed and roze high with a
daving front, theu the smoke canghv at
it, dragged itdown, hugged it exultant-
Iy in its black arms, and the two strog-
gled indeathly throes. Presently there
was a erash.  Clyde sprung up as if =he
too had been strnek.  Mary canght her
in her arms just as the poor overstrained
nature gave way, and lud her gency on
the bed.  Bridget left ler post and
came Lo assist.

“Please leave me alone,” Clyde said,
faintly. “Shut the windows and make
it us dark as you ean.”
[ had better stay,
=uird; zently.

“No, Mary: thank you. It is kimd;
but I am tived. I want to be alone.™
[1T0 BE CONTINUED, |

And

ma'an,” Muary

e

THE LOTUS AND ITS LORE.
BY N. S, DODGE.
For more than twelve mouths  before
the outbresk of [the Sepoy rebellion in
India, lotns leaves and lotns cakes were
being dally distributed among the 100,-
000,000 natives of that vast conntry. The
former mwean silence, the latter war. To
civilians the leaf was given, to soldiers
the cake.  And thongh this distribution
through hundreds of thonsands of hands
vere going on day by days though it
wis recognized by every private in the
ranks and policemen in the towns, by
shop-keepers and  palan-bearers, city
magistrates and brahming, devorees and
fagqueers; though every man, woman
and ehild of native blood, as well as
house-servant in English fumilies ns
contidential elerks in  Knglish ware-
houses, alike in populous centres and
rural distsicts, vieh mnd poor, patrican
and pleberian  castes, umderstood that
the fuiness of time for India had come,
anil by tasting of cake or leaf had sworn
secrecy or revenge; vet never an kng-
lishman among the hundreds of thous-
ands of residents was told or suspected
the fact, Even woman’s wit for once
fniled, for it was not till the day before
the revolt that the wife of 4 missionary
wrote: **A chawaber ran up toanother
at Futtyghar and gave him two chapa-
ties, These arve little nnlevened cakes,
the size and shape of biscuits, that are
the food of the lower classes. He di-
rectad him to take ten more and give
two to each of the five nearest chawabrers
with the same directions.”” The native
Christisns of Allababad did, indewsd after-
wards confess that they had long been
aware that chapaties were passing thro'
the city, and that their meaning must be
important, but cast out as they (these
Chiristian natives) were by friends and
neighbors, they bhwi no means of ob-
tnining the key to the mystery.
This meanes of communicating n sin-
vle idea nniler cover of thickest secrecy,
dates all over the East, back of record
and teadition.  In  every conspiracy
against native rulers, in all Indian lore
and poetry of past ages, in the =uper-
stitutions  and interdictions, partialities
and aversions of their eceeds—there is
every allusion, near or remote, to the
lotns,  Seatad under the shade of the
hranch-sprending banian tree groupes of
half-nanked natives will listen with en-
erossed attention to some old Brahmin
priest reading fragments of poetry or re-
citing chivalrous exploits of olden times,
in all of which the magie of the loius
cake hias constant mention.

Many readers will recall Tennyson’s
“Lotns Eaters,” where the Arab idea
that the lotus is the “fruit of destiny,”
to be eaten in Parfadize, has been ex-
quigitely wronght ont.  Othiers will re-
call the lotus eaters whom Homer des-
eribes a8 being visited by Ulysses, and
how they detained hiz (ollowers by
satiating  them  with  the luscious
frult,

But fur behind the days of days of
Indian mythology or Hooper's story,
the branches of the lotus tree dropped
aacred frait. Among the oldest of
Egypiean hievoglyphics, Asturin (Jus-
tice) issued from the lotus; and Osiris,
swathed in white garments, gives judg-
nient in the bangueting hall, seated be-
tore a table on which ave placed the vase
of nectar and the tray of munbrosia—the
serpent of eteruity and the lotus of
kuowledge. ITn Karnak, upon the great
altar-picce of one of the temples, the lo-
tus figures as the tree ol life.

In Chinn, too, tradition and poetry
represent the lotus frult as sucred.  Out
of the centre, the goddess Amida and
her fair child were Taunched upon the
bosom of the lake: and every devout
Buoddhist, whether in India or Chioa,
oiving himself up to meditation, repeats
a5 often ns possible the words on ma bt
ued hdoons 0! beautitul and precious
lotus,” g5 endowed with mysterious and
superaatnral power.  Plaeed on the sa-
ered wheel, these words turned day and
night by the lnmas—ench revolution be-
ing cousitlerel equivolent to the repetit-
lon ol a prayer—are suppoged to increase
the virtues of the faithful and hring
them nearer to divine perfection.,

Lotus seeds, mude into lotus cakes amd
bakeil, were offered to 1sis.  Thers can
seareely be o donbt of the identity of the
zodliaeal Virgin with Kiown Yin. the
Buddhist Queen of lleaven, the object of
the  idoelatries deseribed by the prophet
Joersminh—"*3¢est thou not what they o
in the cities of Juwdeah amd the strects of
Jern=nlem ?  The children gither wood,
il the fathers Kindle the five, nnd the
women Kuead theirdongh to make cakes
to the Queen of Heaven, and to pour ont
drink-offerings  to other god<, that they
nuy provoke me to anger, '

As there is nothing in common he-
tween  Brahminism and Buddhizm on
the  one hand and Mohammedanison on
the other, wonders have often been felt
and  expressed, that Mohammedans in

of dry, terrible sob tore him convul-

Tuddin, shoyld have heen engaged in the

She went to the window and put back I sively, Then he sprung up and rushed I rebellion, Here again we find the mar-

| vellous power of a symbol.

| There is a tradition prevalent,not only
| in Arabia, but all over the East, to the
 effect that Mohammed. while concealed
the persecutions of his own re-
lations, in a cave near Medina, exizted
upon the roots of a bitter herb ealled
Tuol-il-muarah s (the bitter bean) which,
after exposure to the sun, was easily re-
dueell w a pulyerized substance, and
transformed, was converted iuto a
species of doughy cake, which the pro-
phet cooked upon red-hotushes.  To
mix the cake, 1z also to =lake his thirse
the copious dews of Arabia, falling ap-
on the expunsive leaves of o mirnculons
lotus, which, to favor Mohammed, had
spruing up in the desert, afforded a full
supply of water. Every traveller up
the Nile or across the desert, who has
listened at night under the star-span-
gled concave to the droning story-teller,
is aware of the existence of this fable,
The lotus 'rair is, therefore, s sacred to
Mussnlmen as to Buddhists: and when
gent frow haod to hand throughout the
vast realms of the East, becomnes a bond
that unites opposing religions in the snme
canse,

Whether the lotus of modern times is
the veritable shrub of pre-historic ages
is doubtful. There are several varieties
spread over the East, each thorny aud
each bearing w frait, which in sowe is
stall, ronnd and lucieus: in others
lurge as in a Canada plum, sueccalent
and stimulating,  Traditions, however,
they may distort the deeds of men, rarely
pervert the facts of natural science , and
though the virtues ol the lotus fruit have
been exaggerated, it i= not probable that
the identity of the shralby has  been
lost.

The symbol of its leaves and fruio is
the same to-day as it was in Egypt when
the patrinrch Jdncoly tottered into the
presence of Pharaoh, or in Inddin when
Buaddba laid the foundation of the mar-
vellous faith of the Orient. It repre-
sents to millious of our race a single idea
more clearly than language, written or
spoken, conld aceomplish. And when
the existence of their ancient cities: the
presence of the descendants of their for-
mer rinles 5 Jthe requisition ot wealth by
modern commperce on the pirt of native
merchants: the education of civilinns in
luw and medicine, engineering and mne-
chanies; and the dicipline, experience,
skill in military tactics, and tried cour-
age of the Indian army——all led  the Se-
poyE to the conclusion that the time had
come for throwing ofl' the yoke, it was
the lotus leaf sl the lotus cuke thut
commmpunicated the  plan of universal
revolt,
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LONDON JOURNALS.

The following is a list of the leading
London jouruals, giving the length of
time the same have been establishei, the
extent of their circalation, and otherin-
teresting fucts conceruing the same :

"Phe Morning Post isthe oldest of the

Loundon journals. It was established in
1772, und is at present  within a few
months of celebrating its centenninl.
Saumuel Taylor Coleride was its editor
from 1774 to 1802, and proved himself as
brillinnt in the jourunalistic field as in
everylhing else he undertook. His sal-
ary is said to have been but one guinea
it week, and Charles Lamb, who was a
contributor at the same period, was paid
at the magnificent rate of sixpence a
paragraph. It has been liberal in poli-
tivs for some years past; its |}1ra.-sm|t edi-
tor is Mr. Bosthwitk, who has held the
post for twenty years, and it hasa daily
vireulation of 3,600 copies. A special
feature of the Postis the ““fushiouable
intelligence,” for the insertion of which
it receives enormous sums. IS price is
3d. (6 cents).
The Trnes was started in 1785, under
the name of the Dafly Universal Register
butchanged its title to the Times in 1787
“hecause being a monosyllable,no chunge
of tste can corrupt its meaning,”™  Mr.
John Walter, grandfather of the present
proprietor, who bears the fame name,
was sole founder and proprictor of the
paper.  He was snoceeded by his son,
John Wialter, in 1803, who at once he-
gan to display that sagacity wnd liber-
ality in conduocting the Tines, which
has since given it a power unparalled in
the records of journalism. Steam was
first applied in the printing of the paper
in 1814, the first number 50 printed ap-
peuring on November 20th of that year.
The machinery has sinee been greatly
improved, uud ar the present day the
Times is printed st the rate of 18,000 10
20,000 copies per hour. ‘I'be present edi-
ror is Mr. Thomas Delane, whoze futher
was also 1 mauager of the paper. He
writes nothing himself, but confines
himself, it i= said, 1o correcting the com-
positions of his subordinates, which he
often alters and interlines to such an ex-
tent that the authors enn scareely recog-
nize their articles when they appear in
print. Dr. Dasent, now editor of the
Frazer's Magazine, was for many vears
assistant ecditor of the Times but Mr.
Mowbray Morris is really the coutrol-
ling =pirit in the estabbshment.  Ileen-
gawes its writeray correspondents, and
reporters, amd it is believed to shape the
entive policy of the journal, It isre-
povted that Mr. Delaue getas salary of
$25,000 u year. 'I'he income of the Tiuies
from adyvertisemenat alone is $260,000 an-
nuaily.  lis daily cirenlation in 1524
was 10,0005 23,000 in 1844r 51,000 in
180645 considerably over 60,000 in 1860
and is aboug 64,000 now,

The Moraivg Adeertiser dated from
1794,  Its origin, and in fact the paper
itzelf, i= unigue in the history of journ-
alism; for it was established and owned
by a =oviety of London Licensed Vietu-
ulers,  Every publican in London takes
ir, und it Is rurely seen outside of the
public houses; yetit is a handsomely
paving property, and has considerable
political influences; it has a cirenlation
of 6,000 per day, aund its present editor is
Colonel Alfred Bates Richards,

The Globe Is a small eight-page even-
ing paper. It was started in 1802 by
sotie booksellers who had guarveled
with the Post, und has had a2 very check-
ered career, changing hands many times
and hanging on the very verge ol suspen-
sion. About three years ago, however,
it changed bands tor the last time, its
price was put down to 1d, a brilliant
editor was put upoun it, and it clalins now
to have a cirenlation of (20,000 to 25000
duily.

The Standard, the great organ of the
Tories, is both & morning and an even-
ing paper. It was started in 1857, pussed
through several reverses, and Is now
highly prosperous,  Its editor is Captain
Amber, assisted by Mr, Horacest, John,
andl it has adaily  cirealation of 140,000
copies. It claiins to be the “largest pa-
per in the world.™

The Daily News was commenced in
1846 amd  started out with the most bril-
lisnt prospects of success. Charles
Dickeus was appointed editor, atn saja-
ry of 2,000 gnineasand his stafl include )
Mr, Dilke, George Hogarth, John Fos-
ter and others,  Dickens was a fuilure
ag& an editor, sl the paper soon passed
under other control. It had no less
than six editors in twenty-three years,
changed 1ts price half a dozen times and
lost money fearfully.,  No less than a
willion dollars were sunk during the
first ten years, and ap to the time of the
late Franco-German  war it had paid
nothing at all.  Its war correspondence
slnee then las coverad it with glory and
inereased its circulation to 90L000 daily.
The News is one of the best papers in
Lowtdon, is distinetly the Liberal organ,
anl exercises considerable power.

The  Telegraph, the paper having the
“largest elreulution in the worlil,” was
started In 1855, ns a single shoet, priee
2.1, The origingl proprietor was Colonel
Sleigh, who, on becomming embarrassod
had to turn the paper over to Mr, Joseph
Moses Levy, one ol its ereditors, My,
Levy reduaved the price to one penny, in-
creased  the attractiveness of the paper,
and run up the cirenlation enormously.
The Telegraph 18 read by the tradesmuon
and laborers, and s cireulation reaches

the enormouns number of 190,000 daily.
It is Liberal in polities of course, and its
editor is-Mr. Thornton Hunt, eldest son
of Leigh Hunt.

‘T'he Pail Mall Gazette, which, in point
of literary ability, is not inferier to any
other journal in London,was established
in 1863. It Las made a greakreputation,
and exercises a genuine influence upon
public opinion in Esgland; but it lost
heavily for & time, nnd is searcely on a

wiving basis vet. lvisan evening paper

isedited by Mr. Frederiek Greenwood,
and has an average daily eirenlation of
5,000 copies.

The Echo, the only half-penny paper
in London, was commenced in 1t and
has acchieved a great suecess, Mr., Ar-
thur Arnold has been editor from the
start. In politics it is Liberal, and it has
already a circulation of 80,000 daily.

BORN AGENTLEMAN AND BRED a
THIEF.

The history of Harding, who stole the
mail-bag from the New Rush, South
Africa, Postofice, containing four or five
hundred thousand dollars worth of dia-
monds, besides a large amount of ready
money and checks, is remsarkable in
more ways than one. The culprit iz the
yvounger son of a gentleman residing in
Swrrey England. *“To keap the elder
brother up in state,”” the vounger brother
wus gaeriticed.  This particalay Hardin
was a gentleman’s son, and though' pri-|
mogeniture absolutely demanded that
his father should not spoil the patcrsal
rstuke by giving him any part of iy or
furnishing him the means of “getting
on " 1n buslness out of its revennes, an
education suitable fora geatleman must
be given to him.

When he left college young Harding
wiis fitted o shine as & man of leisure,
but not to succeed as 4 man of business,
Indeed, it seemns that to go into busddaess
at all was not contemplated by him. His
futher plaiuly never sakld, how s this
boy when grown to manhood qnlug o
support himself 2 Whether Harding had
any desire to enter the church Jor army
our measger account does not inform us.
Bur certain it iz that it biz family had
influence enough to procure him a posi-
tion ineither they (uiled to exertit, and
permitted him to drift on  purposeless,
It will be thought by many readers that
he should have become the architect ol
his own fortunes; that he shonld have
struck out for himself, as jJthe world
owed him a living and should be com-
pelled to pay its debt. “I'his line of rea-
soning fail: to take into cousideration
the peculiar sovial atmosphere in which
this yonng mun was born. is eircom-
stances und his education were all ngaiust
his doing anything himself,

Harding’s idleness soon became intol-
erable to himself, He solicited permis-
sion, which was gladly granted, we may
be sure,to go 1o South Atrica. Perhaps he
had vagne visions of muking a fortune
by digging dinmonds. such a hope jwas
proper enough in its way at a distance,
but when he reached the spot it soon
came to nanght. Harding did nothing
—could get lwlhinf to do. He realized
fully the seriptural deseription of anoth-
er person. **He could not dig, and to
beg he was ashaumed.”” But unfortunately
he was not ashamed to steal. He filched
£100 from his room-mute, u Mr. Beau-
clerck, and left Cape Town for the dia-
mond fields. While there he learned
that a warrent was ont for bis arrest on
# complaint for theft.

What could he do? He was standing
in the vicinity of the Postoftice, and the
Postinaster and assistant leaving the
building before his eyes suggested a way
of escape, A mail-bag will surely con-
tain one hundred peunds? It is robbing
Peter to pay Paul; but then Peter—here
meaning the public—ean better afford to
lose the mmount than Paul, and besides
no one will know the robber of the mail-
bag-=this was the illusion—while every
one would hear of the thief of one hnun-
dred pounds when produced in court,
Harding reasoned guite speciously that
he wonld by pursuing such n course,
keep hisown body out of jail and save
his furaily from the resulting disgrace.

This “gentlemun™ robber appears to
be a man in many respeets of fine organ-
ization. No Hamlet is he: What his
heml commands his hands exeente, and
at the moment. Ile did not procrastin-
ate.  He did not even walt to see whether
any one was watching him, He advanced
to the window of the Postoflice, broke a
pane of glass, opened the sash, amd with-
out the slightcst trepldation took ont the
mail-bag, and having concealed it walked
off. He was not in error as to finding
one hundred pounds—he found more
than a thousand when he opened the
bag in the tent a8 Do Toit's Pan.  Bug
he f'ound in the bag what he had not
thonght, Two thousand three hundred
and  seventy-four diamonds of all
weights, from cighty-nine earats down,
and of all degrecz of brillianey, were
spread before his gaze.  On meeting Mr,
Beuuclerck, Harding, afrer denying at
first the theft, offered to 2ettle the matter
hy paying £200. 'This the former refuzed
as he wanted only his own money. Har-
ding counted out one hundred gainens,
and this eirenmstance led to the saspic-
ion which finally stamped him  as the
dinmond robber. He worked on at Du
Toit’s Pan for some time, but tinally left
or Cape Town, after having concealed
hiz dinmonds in the barrel of Liz gan,

This most remarkable robbery fur-
nishes anorher reason,. i one wern
needed, ngninst the absurd system which
educates a man for a position which it
gives hiim no fair opportunity honestly
to fill.
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GIRLS ShOULD NOT STUDY MED-
ICEINE.

Mrs Elizabeth Dudley has contributed
an article to the Herald wor Health Tor
Awngust, inapswer to the inquiry, “Why
do girls study medicine?'” The author
criticises the women’s colleges of New
York City, of which  there are three,
though without the endowrsents, the
students, or the anatomical preparations
for omne. In view ol these hwts, she
recomimends that these* colleges™ be
abolished, and what women desire to
study medicine, do so in men’s colleges,
where proper lnstructions, both chemic-
al and anatomnical, can be given,

But Mre, Dudley does not stop here;
shie gives reasons why women should
uot study medicine ac all. First those
who ure umbitions at “getting on™ in the
world generally huve not the means to
pursue this road t fame and wealth.
Even after gradaation, a number of years
isspent in picking up paying patients
and sttending upon puupers gratis, It in
but ravely that even the aost gifted phy-
sician attains o fame and a luceratiye
practice before  his fortieth year, and
wore often he is (fvy. Besides the prejud-
ive against youth, which is stronger in
regard to the medical profession than
any other, women have to grapple with
the prejudice against sex. Hope deferred
maketh the bheart sick, amd  women
doctors, after speading their money,
usunlly tnke up some other calling ns
wore remunerative, But secondly, sup-
lmsiug that the female physiciun does
wild upa practice, aud grauting that
it pays moderately, the author shows
that the bealth of the practitioner gen-
erally breaks down. In order to make
this pare of her essay still more  jmapres-
slve than a logical statement, however
precige it wonld leave it, she relates her
own story. She was twenty-elght when
she geaduated, and of very robust hwalth,
aid yet in three years she completely
broke down. Being “ruang out™ of  bed
at unseasonable bours, huried off to
loathsome houses, to be presont at siok-
ening scenes of sickness or denth, proved
too much for her pervous system, sl
ghe I8 of the opinfon that on a fair trial
the lite of nn ordinary medieal praetition-
er, while being one of the least re-
wunerative proftessions, will prove too
Inborious for the ordinary class  of wo-
men. Women's nervous  grganization
eannot stand the strain thus put upen

amuch better in  consequence,

years, one third

abandoned thé professon for
liere given,; Mrs. Dudley ‘very properly
laughs at the preteérston that women

their own sex, "Local treatment™
the hands of half-educated men and
women. She winds up her thoughtful
and convin¢ing essay by saying that
with theextension of proper hygienie
knowledge fewer physicians will
needed, nnd the money now spent in
endeavoring to be lealed of diseases
resulting from the ignorantly breaking
of some law of health will be spent up-
on those esthetic produets which women
are so capable of producing. The women
who now look upon medicine as o way
of' making alivelihood, are warned off
in this brief essay by “one who knows"
that it will never return the outlay,
rarely support the practitioner, often
end In death, and more often still  in
broken health,

MORPHEUS.

Many people wonder who it Is that
they must need take a nap every Sun-
:la{‘ in sermon  thme,

When the parson gets comfortably in-
to the secont or third head of his dis-
course, and his congregation have sot-
tled into the easiest position to listea,

|| gentle sleep begins to steal over their

faculties, and the good man is surprised
at finding bis argument less cogent than
it seemed when prepured in the solitude
of his study. At home the busy mat-
ron neverthinks or napping at™ eleven
o'cloek in the morning, and the man  of
business would consider his sanity or
common sense called in gquestion should
a felend propose o halt honr’s nap st
at that hour of the day. Nevertheless,
they both sleep like kittens in their pews
and legic, rhetoriv, elogquence, are nlike
wasted in the vain atteipt to rouse their
sluggish souls. The guestion of the po-
et, so often sung in our assemblies,
“My drowsy powers why sleep yve so?"

in exactly in point, and we propose as
an answer, “Because we are breathing
carbonie acid gas—deadly poison, be-
canse the sexton didn’t let the foul air
of last Sunday’s congregation out of
the doors and windows, and the pure
air of Heaven in.”” Look amulul at
the audience; that feverizh lush ou the
face iz not heat, it is polson. The
nodding over there, her nose and cheeks
like a scarlet rose, is not too warm, for
the thermometer doesn’t stand  over
eighty degrees; she is partially suffoca-
ted ; what she wants is fresh air. The
hard-working wechanic doesn’t sleep be-
ecause he watched with a sick child last
night, but stmply for want of oxygen
to keep the fMame of intellectual and
physical activity burning brightly. No-
body can rise on wings of  falth in a
poisonous atmosphere, Oxygen and re-
ligion can not be separated in this unre-
ligous manner, We can not live in
conformity to spiritual la'ws while in
vivlation ot the physical. Is your chap-
el-keeper a man ol intelligence and sufi-

clent mind to understaml the | necessity

udareason of ample veatilation ¥ Does he
know that every human being vitiates,
at the legst estimate, four cubie fect of
alr every minute? Linger when the
congregation leaves, and see if he shuts
every dvor and window to keep in the
heuat till the gvening service, Then ' see
how dimly the lamps burn in the vit-
ated air, how hard the minister tries to
radse hiwmself and, his listeners to the
height of some great argument, and how
stupid they- are—nothing but bad air.
Now for the remedy, which costs labor
and money both, for ventilation is na
question of shillings and pence. Satur-
day the sexton ghould be instructed to
open all the doors and windows, to let
out all the dead and foul air, and let in
such us is fresh. Sunday wuoonlet the
openings of the chapel agnin be thrown
wide—warmth apd bad air will alike
disappear, the minister will preach so
and the
heareys will Hsten with sach  inereased
relish to the sacred words.

THE BALARIES OF THE BOSTUON
JUBILEE MNMUSKMLANS.

Asan evidence of the rewnnerative-
pess of the musical profession 1o these
artists who have achieved great suecess,
the salaries paid in connection with the
World's Peace Jubilee are to the peint.
sStrauss was the best paid of any of the
foreign artists. He received $17,500 for
the season, besides n guarnnteed §2,5600
{gold) benefit, vogether with transporta-
tion and expenses of himself, wife, and
two servants. lo addition to this he re-
veived $3,300 (gold) for his three New
York voncerts, und =old his “Jubilee
Waultz"” for 5503 so that he went back
toBuropealter histhree weeks' visit, with
about . $25,000 io his  pocket. Madame
Peschka Leutner received for her selson
of thirteen concerts$16,000. Franz Abt,
who condacted one of his ;\uﬂl; Compo-

s At four e relved §1,300—
$300 Tor cactt greeriegoreiged ol

Arabella Goddard reeeived $5,000 lit-
erally for doing nothing; Franz Bendel
$2,000, and Wehll $1,250 for two appear-
ances. The sumis paid fo the baiuls and
orchestra were also enormous. The
orehestea drew $73,000 out of  the treas-
ury-for their first’ week’s salucy. The
musicians from other cities than Boston
drew $10 aday per man and transport-
ationy, sk thes Mayers 38 per
day. The home brass bands received on
an average $25 pér man per week. The
forgign bupds codt about 6 per man a
day, exclusive of expenses and trans-
portation—board alone averaging about
$3 a day. The Irish band cost, relative-
ly, more than “the test=although they
were the poorest of all—inasmuch as
they djd not appear until the last week
of the featival, althongh they were under
puay for the whole time. The total ex-
penses of the four forelgn bands wus
about $100,000.

While these summns seem enormous, it
must be remembered that the eftaimnent
of musical excellence sufficient o draw
such salaries as these requires muany
years of unremitting and arduous labor
at a great outlay of mohey, with the
prospect ahead that a eapricions publie
may after all not stamp them: with the
seal of suceess, and that, while one ont
of twenty gets this handsome sdlary,
nineteen others get nothing, and huye
the poor consolation of looking bavk
upon a life thrown away, and puwrsuing
a profession nt the expense of pennry
amd public mortification.

FHE JOURNEY OF LIFE.

Teu thousand human belugs set forth
together on their journey. After ion
, atleast, have disap-
peared, At the middle poiut of the
common messure of Jife, but half are
still upon the road. Faster and fas er,
as the ranks grow thinner, they that
remain till now become weary, and lie
down and rize no more, At threeescore
and ten, a band of some four hundred
mslm lo on, At ninety, they have

u reduced toa handful of thirty trem-
bliug patriarchs. Year alter year they
fall Fn diminishing numbers. One lin-
gers, perhaps, a lonely marvel, till the
century is over.  We look again, and
the work if death 18 finished,

-

An aati-tobacco society has been or-
ganized in France for the alleged roason
that if Frenchmen had been smokers
they would inevitably have defeated the
Prossinng, po 10 the dog haden’t stopped
be might have canght the vabbiy,' but
when inclined to atteibute theie lnek ot
fire to swmoking, our Gallle cousins
shonulidl besr In mind their own proyerh
SPas e fumee sans feon,”

-

A Baratogn writer says, it wonld wor-
Ty A bired. man to stow away thecorned
beof and: pork and boans that the ‘young

1ndies mm.m waeen the regular meals
of water loes, and sponge-cake,

A woman phy¥lclan Heréelf, who Tiks
the reasons

should study some branches of medicine
in order to treat the Speclal diseases of
is
nérally injurfous, and siways so at

CRIMES ANDOCASTALTIES.

On the 16th of July the people of the
quiet town of Rennes, in North-western
France, bad a very curious spectacle.
About four o’clock in the afternoon of
that day, a close carringe surrounded by
four mounted gendarmes, arrivedon the
market place. On the box, next to the
driver, sat a police officer, who alighted
45 soon as the carriage stopped in front
of the Mairie, aud opened the door.
From the earriage steppeid a benutifnl
woman, about thirty-two years of age,
of tall form, and almost majestic in
mien. She was dressed in a garh of the
female French conviets, and, although
that costume is by no means ealenlated
to adid to female charms, it was evident
that the prisoner belonged to the more
aristovratic classes of society. Iler hanils
were tied on her back; her eyes were
red and swollen with weeping, and her
hair was disheveled. Nosoconer had her
feet touched the ground than she begun
vo serenm in heart-rending tones, “lam
inuocent!” she cried out., *““Give me
back my children! I am innocent! Val-
teil did it; not 1! My ehildren! my
children!”  ller screams soon brought
an  exvited erowd around her. 'Phe
gendarmes tried o guict hery and pre-
pared to drag her into the Mairie. But
the womun, despite her helpless condi-
tion, resisted them with desperate ener-
gy. She yelled for help; she spit in the
fices of the offleers: she fommed and
raved like a maniae, and, finnlly, when
everything proved of no ayail, she threw
herself on the ground and fainted away.
When the excited and bewlldered spee-
tators of this sickening scene inguired
who the unfortunate woman was, the
gendarmes, as they carried her into the
Mairie, said: **Mme. DoMonad, the
mnrderess.  She is on her way to Brest,
from whence she will be sent for life to
the penal colony of New Caledonia. She
has given us more trouble on her way
from Lille to this place than any ten
male convicts we ever t(ransported.”
Mme, DeMonod had committed n fearful
crime, and few of those who saw her in
her present nnfortunate condition pitied
her upon hearing the details of her black
deed—a double murder perpetrated un-
der the most horrible circumstances,
She had poigoned her husband, & wealthy
‘physlcian about forty years of age, and
his mother, a universally respected and
venerable old lady of seventy four, for
no other cause than not to be disturbed
in her adulterous relations with n young
man named Valtell, an adventurer of
the worst description, for which she
hud conceived an ungovernable passion.
Mme. DeMonod’s mdiden name was
Perette Grenaud. Her husband, Dr.
De Monod, had saved her life during the
ravages of Cholera in 1859, and struck
by her chiarms, her vivacity, and ler in-
nocent manners, had married her a few
yvears afterward, although she was very
poor and but imperfectly educated, while
hiis family was one of the most distin-
guished in the environs of Lille. He
ok his young bride to his splendid
Chateau Regorvd, twenty miles from
Lille, where his venerable mother, who
had written several volumes of poetry,
andl whose benevolent character had
ained her unpiversal esteem, received
ier with open arms. For eight or nine
i:ears the Doctor led a life of unalloved

appiness with his charming wife, who,
in the course of time, bore him five chil-
dreu—three girls and two boys. Duaring
the war the Doctor went ‘with
his wifeto Ostend, where they made the
acgnaintance of Charles Gustave Valteil,
a Frenchman of fine, thongh somewhat
flushy appearance, who had lived for
several years in the Mauritiug, and who
was now little hetter than a common
sharper. One night during a promenade
on the beach 4t Ostend, the Doctor and
his wife were insulted by two drunken
ruffinns, and but for the timely inter-
vention of Valteil they wounld undoubi-
edly have been handled very ronghly by
their brutal assailants. On the follow-
ingday Dr. De Monol ealled upon Val-
teil to thank him for his kindness, amd
an intimacy sprang up between them
which soon became as close as if they
had been life-long friends. When the
Doctor and his \\'ﬁ'e, at the end of the
wur, returned to his chatean, Valtiel ac-
companied them thither, and remained
their guest for several wonths, The
Dioctor never once saspected the troo
character of Valtell, nidd suspected as
little that the latter wonld eventually
rob him, not only of kis wife, bat also of
his Hfe, and, beslde, bring abont the
death of his venerable mother,  ho lat-
ter, with o woman's quick percept®n,
wans the first o distrust Valteil  She
noticed =ome familinrities between him
amnd her danghter-in-law, which made
her uneasy.  She hegan to wateh them,
and fiually, one night, while her son had
been called away for the night, she sur-
prised Mine. De Monod and her para-
mour in the bedroom of the former, nu-
der eirenmetances which left no doubt
of the fuct that the woman was guilty ol
Infidelity to her son, The poor old lady
was 50 startled by the terrible discovery
that =he sank into a long swoon on the
floor. The gallty conple were for a time
almost petrified with horror by the ap-
parition of the old lady in the door of the
bedroout. - Madanse de Monatl saild that
they must flee at onee, for her husband
woulil eertainly Kill them bYoth on his
return to the chatean. Valteil said it
wis foolish todo so, as he had but little
money, and long before he and Maduwme
de Monod could =ell her diamonds,
the Doctor would have eaused thelr ar-
rest. In their desperation they resolved
to kill the old lady. The adulteress stole
silently down the stairease leading to ber
husband’s office, and ok strychuine
enough to Kill u dozen persons, from a
glass jar.  She then threw it into a glass
of Temonade, and with the aid of Vaiteil,
poured it down the throat of her still in-
animate mother-in-law, whom they then
earried back to her bedroom, which they
sectirely locked, What oceurred in that
room no one knows, but tha polsen did
its deadly work soon onom.;l'h, for when
they returned, an hour afterwards, to
the room, the old lady was dead. Her
contorted body, her t!fﬁﬂgu red features,
and her uplified hands presented a pie-
ture too horrible to describe. But what
were they to do about the Doetor? It
was one o'clock in the morning, and by
five he would be back. Valteil
that they should attack him with hateh-
ets and Kill him, but Mme. De Monod
said be always at night went out with n
revolver in his pocket, and so they re-
solved to poison him, too, This would
be done the more easily as he always,
upon his return from a pocturnal trip,
called for a enp of coffee, She went
down to the kitchen and heated the cof-
fee-pot, She theu threw strychnine iuto
it, and the murderer and murderess
waited for the return of their second
victim.  Valteil opened the door for
the Doctor, who narrived  shortly
after five. 1In the hall-way he wus met
by his wife, who received him, seom-
ingly, in the most affectionate manner,
and said she had the coflee ready for
him. He swallowed the futal portion,
and in a few minutes after lay in the
most horvibile conyulsions, He was un-
able to speak, and fifteen minutes after-
wards was o corpse,  The murderers
then took the corpse into the back vard
and threw itintoa deep well.  Packing
up what valuables she could lay ber
hands npon, Mme. De Monod walked on
foot with her paramour to the next rail-
way station. and took the first train far
the Belgian frontier. Al this while
the wretehed WL, in the [‘nua}r ot
her terror, had unot given a moment’s
thought 10 her childven, Now all m
onoe bher mimnd went back to them. She
turned deadly palo and begun weeping
piteansly.  Nextshe declared with des-
perate cucrgy that she wonld, rather
than loge her children, brave the dan-

later they were under arrest. The tid-
ings of the fearful double murder at the
chateau, after it had been discovered,
traveled with astounding rapidity. On
the following day Valteil and Madame
Monod were transported in irons to Lille,
and incarcerated in the jail of that city.
Valteil acted before the examining mag-
istrate with the effrontery of a consum-
mate villain. He deniod having had
anything to do with the murder of the
Doctor and his mother, and said that
Mme. De Monod was the only guilty
party. He tolid the wretched woman
that to her face, npon being confronted
with her. This meanness stung her to
the quick. She said he alone was to
blame, and stuck to this even during
ber examination at the trial before the
Assizes, which took place on the 1st of
July.  The Jury found them guilty,
and the Cours sensenced Valteil to death,
and Mme. De Monod to transportation
for life.  Valteil sereamed piteonsly up-
on heanng his doom. The murderess
remained quiet in court, but no sooner
luud e been tuken back to her cell than
she gave way to a terrible outhurst of
despair.  Valteil will be guillotined at
Lille on the 2d of September next,

MELANGE,
Howme, the’ “medivwm,”” has made his
home in Paris,
Boston boasts of n servant
once sang in  coffee-rooms
Nilssoun.
India-rubber bustles filled with ice

and salt are said to be in fashion among
the belles of Louisville.

Mr. Mustard is appointed a school
teacher in Kansas to draw out little boys’
ideas and make 'em smart.

An llinoisan recently committed su-
icide at the nge of 103, having lost all
hope ol dying o natural death.

Mr. Wilson s going to try to put in a
ng with the shoemaker population of
North Adam on the 24th instant,

A Wisconsin damsel, aged eighty-sev-
en, s eloped with a lover of fifty, to
elude the opposition of her family.

And now Massachusetis claims to have
a niece of Herr Strauss in the persou of
an operative in u boot and shoe factory at
Easton.

A male infant with two tongues has
been born in Indiana, and the rents
are congratuluting themsclves that he
isn't a girl
Oue Mrs. Pippins of Vermont, aged
thirty-nine, has given birth to twenty-
three children., A Pippin with some-
thing like a corps.

An improvement on the Cardiff Giant
us been invented in lowa in the shape
of a petrified buffale, found, “stunding
and in the aet of eating.™

Mario Is said to have got into his even
tenor again 8o far as his volee is con-
verned, and his ereditors are in  hope
that he will ultimately be able to recall
all his notes.

Long Branch correspondents talk of
the waves continually “combing’” on
the beach: but to look at the coiffures of
the fair bathers no one would supposc
the waves did anythingof the sort.
Everybody knows that whiskey (if
dronk in sufficient gnantity) is a cure
for rattlesnake Dbite, ®and Cinclnnati is
proud to learn that its peculiar product
{(under the same condition) Isa prophy-
lactic ns well.

A Georgia lawyer offers a lot of live
stock ns a rewnrd for the first man who
shall marry in the town where he has
opened his office. Shrewd fellow! he
knows very well that precipitate matri-
mony is pretiy sure to make business for
the craft,

The dignified and lady-like Mrs. 11.RB.
Stowe winds up a torrent of teel in-
vective against Mr. Greeley by callin
him a “base, dishonest, truckling politi-
clan, "What a lucky thing itis that enck
ing stools were apolished before Mrs.
Stowe was horn.

Ten years ago a Hannibal, Mo., hus-
band declared to his wife that he was a
warm advocate of free-love doetrines.
He remembered the conversation last
Tharsday, when his wife introduced to
him a gray-haired chap with the au-
nouncement that he (gray-hair) had been
her lover for over nine yvears,

Frank Forester Hutelungs, son of
Williaim 8. Hutchings, the “‘lightning
ealenlator’” died at South Newnrk Conn.,
lnst week, agel fourteen, of a complica-
tion of discases. e had aseries of won-
teriul gifts, playing well on any instro-
ment without preparatory study, and
painting well without instruction.

Here is a poctic “personal™ eut from a
Western newspaper : Y
Wanted—A brave-hearted man, who
has buffeted the stormg of life, and did
not tremble for the 1ssue when then the
tronbles came; muast be refined and dis-

creet.
g e
Vb o vaeg e SR N S
Shadl 1, weask and trembling languish,

With no arm around me throws®
Address Widow.
An old lady of Lowell Mass,, died at
an almost centenarian age a few days
af‘(), Befare her death she gave minute
directions for her funeral, Among other
things, she  =aid she wanted to be “laid
ont™ in her black silk gown, and theyv
must not take out the back § breadth,2us
they did when Sally Smith waslakl out.
“For' salil the old lady, deprecatingly

but seriously, “What a ﬂm Rally will
without any back

irl who
with Miss,

cut at the resurrection
breadth in her gown'”
A Western editor who recently atten-
ded a female high-school exhibition,
didn’t like it because he saw no  Indica-
tions thit the girls possessel auy of the
essentials necessary to the fmaking wp or
a good wife, He perceived, he says at
aglancelthat the graduating girls are
soon to be married, and demands that
they be tanght the chemistry of the kitch-
en, the effect of vinegar on copper, of
bolling water on corned beef, s well as
the philosophy of home life, how to get
and how to Keep servants, how great
happiness may be got from a smull honse
and a little money, These are gquestions
he adds, more worthy of thought than
sighings and longings, and she who has
solved the riddle has the philosopher's
stone forjher amaleand has mastered the
great problem of thrifty living, how 1o
extract sunbeams front cucumbers,

'Squire Johnson was a model lawyer,
as the following anecdote will show :
Jones once rushed into the “Squire’s
office In a great passion and suid : ““Thae
infernal scoundrel of cobbler, Smith,
has sued me for five dollars I owe him
for a pair of boots."

“Then you owe him five dollars.”
“Tobesure I do but he's gone and
suwd me—sued me!™

“Then why don’tyou pay him, if you
owe him ¥

“Becunse he's sued me, and when a
man does that I'll never pay him il it
costs him more than he gets. 1 want
you to make it cost him all you can.”
SBul it will cost you something, too.”
=" don't care for that. What do yon
charge to bogin with ¥

*Ten dollurs, amd more if there's mueh
extra trouble,”
“All right!
ahead.™

No sooner was his olient gone than
‘Squire Jolhmson stepped seross 1o his
m‘{ghlmr Swith, and offerod to ¥ the
bill on condition that the suit should be
withdrawn. 'Tbhe shoemaker, gladly ac-
coded—all he wanted wag his pay. The
lawyer relained the other five for his
fee, wid as the case was not tronblesome
he made no demunid upon his elient.

Ton days after, Jones came 1o see how
his ense was getting o,

AL right,” said the lawyer: “yon

There’sthe X. Now go

pers of atrinl, Valtedl said it was mad-
ness, and Huding her determined not to |
go ou with him, sried to dreag her inot |
the train, which was about to start for |
Brussels. The svene attracted the at- |
tention of a policemau, aml five minutes

won't have any trouble about thar, 1
put it to Smith so strougly that he was
glad to withdraw the snit altogether.”
“Capital ! eried the exulting Jones.
“You've done it up brown! Youshall
Lave all my business hereafter,”




